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Snow was the lord of deception, Steve mused. It turned colour into monochrome, perspective into illusion, 
familiarity into strangeness. The leafless trees in the garden huddled beneath their white coverings, bowed like 
crooked old hags. The house itself hunkered down on its foundations, mantled in thick drifts until almost all 
appearance of structure had departed and left it merely a shapeless hummock. The lawns and drive were one 
featureless swathe of white that creaked under his boots as he tramped his way across it, the dark smudges 
of his trail already being erased behind him by the thick flakes that poured from a windless, pale-iron sky. 
Steve folded his arms tighter, pulling his jacket around him, and quickened his pace as best he could. He would 
be grateful to cross his own threshold. This was no weather for anything living to be abroad- 


"Oi, ‘Arris." 


Steve nearly had a heart attack. "Bloody ‘ell, Eddie! Don't DO that!" 


Something formless and white emerged from behind a tree bole, frost-blue eyes peering at him out of an 


almost entirely concealing coating of snow. "Ullo" Eddie said. "You're late." 


"What the fuck do you mean I'm late? And what the hell were you doing standing out here like a bleedin’ ghost, 
anyway?" His mansion might be only a country barn, but Steve was every inch the outraged lord of the manor 


as he glared at his friend. Lord Harris of that ilk, indeed. 


Eddie, as usual, was unmoved. "I mean I've been standing about for two hours waiting for you to get back, 
mate. And as you may notice," he waved a long finger, "| am not a bleedin’ ghost. Most conspicuously because 
your actual ghost, see, has no physical substance, so it can stand there and the bloody snow falls right 
through it. Now me, l'm just your regular corporeal undead, which means | have no body heat, so the snow 
doesn't melt off me and here | am turnin’ into a bloody snowmonster. All of which amounts," he went on, 
seeing Steve open his mouth, "to me wanting to know if we can argue about this inside, rather than out here 


with me getting so cold that | swear the bones of my bloody ancestors are rattling in their graves. All right?" 


Steve's expression, over the course of this exposition, had gone from annoyance through bemusement to 


laughter. “All right," he agreed, resuming his pace. "Let's get yer undead arse inside, you great fool. Come on" 
Eddie fell into step with him easily, barely visible in the snow. The colours of his jacket and jeans were lost 
under the blanket of flakes that covered him, and his height and shaggy hair gave him the aspect of some 
bizarre, undernourished yeti. "Cheers. Not good for business if | freeze solid, y'know?" 

Steve snorted. "Right. Bruce'd bend you into dirty poses and take photos or something." 

"Yeah, an’ then when | thawed out I'd bend him into a few bleedin’ poses." 

The sound of laughter drifted through the veils of falling snow as the two friends ducked into the porch. Steve 
fumbled with the lock for a moment and then they disappeared into the house, still chuckling. The door 


slammed to. 


And then the world was white again, and silent in the snow. 


